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This Tale I Dedicate to You. 
Say! Fellow-Lab'rer, in Apollo 
How few great Maſters doſt thou find, 
To fill, to fatisfy thy- Mind, | 
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How few. Originals, to follow : . + 
In theſe degenerate Days, " 
How vaſtly! fowld ver; be ws 


Thy Touch has hit the Guido Air; 


Or where to blame, or where to praiſe. 
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OUPY, my Brother, in Virtù! 


Some 
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Some who in moſt. (thy F ellow-Artiſts grudge 
Thy juſt Applauſes and with Envy judge. 
Whilſt others Praiſes (ſenſeleſs as their Blame.) 


With fooliſh Admirktion butt &hy Fame. 


Where are the Criticks then! judge true. 


| 
How ſcarce they are, how very few; ] 
J 


1 to this Tale appeal, and then to Vou. 
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Whilſt Goepy. paintad at his Faſe 


Where Gutde's Attitudes divine 


With Andrea Sacchi's Phoebus ſhine, 
With ſofteſt Force the Tints ariſe, 
Broken ſtill, and ſtill kept under; 
Till colour d Harmony cenchants the Eyes, 
And: Admiatiog,: turns to Wonder, 
Raptur d enamour d with his Art 
Of Guides: ſelf he gets the Start, 


A new 


(3) 

A new Prometheus who inſpires 
His Figures with ecleſtial Fires. | | 
Fame ſounds Her Trumpet loud! and Pours So 
Crouds of Admirets to his Doors. ! 
All, Al! was Charming. All they view 
With undiſtinguiſtrd Praiſe” purfue, 
With ſuch cold Taſte! twas much the fame - 
To have th'Admirers praiſe, or blame. 
No One to ſhew He e'er judg'd right 
Said this was well; but That not quite: 
No Friendly Hint their Taſte betrays 
But wiſely bury — in _ 


To theſe, i ucceed — Tan 4 
Fathers of Lies, and Sons ef Gain. 
Sellers of Bufto's, and Intaglios 
Count Gabbarinis; Count 'Conaglies,”” 


(9) 
Great, Connoiſſeurs! who daily eat 
Their daily Bread by daily Cheat. 
Who judging nothing to be got 
Look'd at the Copy, lik'd it not. 


Then mutter'd with an envious Voice, 


Does This come up to Guido s Choice? 
This Tint too red ! the Sky too blue 
Nor Airs of Heads, nor Drawing True! 
In ſpight of all the Copyer's Skill 
Guido remains, uncopy' d ſtill. 


HERMEs, who heard the ſordid Train 
(To Arts propitious, as to Gain) 


Still near his fav'rite Painter; ſaid 
Fll bring great Guido from the Dead ! 
To vindicate the Man; whoſe Spirit 
Revives again his fading Merit. Dy 
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Strait 


(PF 


Strait to th* Elyſian Fields he hyes 

Back with him G#:do's Spirit flyes ; 
And ſtands before them all---Confeſt ! 
Lo! from the Manſions of the Bleſt, 
Said He, I come! to guard thy Name 
And in it vindicate my Fame! 

Copy, whate'er my Skill brought forth, 


And more than emulate my worth. 
From me, then tell them,---ſhewing thy Deſign 
Tis true it is not;---but I wiſh *twere Mine. 
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